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BY LAELIA 


The Visitor staggered back up the path into the mountains from which 
she’d come only earlier that day. She was rapidly coming to the end of her 
resources — not physical, but mental. She’d made the emergency landing on 
the only oxygen atmosphere in this system, the third planet around a yellow 
star, without injury. But when she'd tried to leave the wilderness landing site 
and surreptitiously approach an enclave of Terran civilization for reconnaissance 
about whether repair parts could be obtained, she ran into a difficulty she did 
not expect. Her mindshields seemed unable to deal with one particular human 
emotion: sexual passion. The closer she got to the large human enclave, the 
more difficult it became to keep that emotion out of her mind. Thousands of 
sentient minds admiring each other, kissing each other, and mating with each 
other - and she couldn‘ seal it out. This planet was listed on her star charts 
as a restricted zone, but this particular difficulty was not in the computer's 
records. She'd turned back and fled, letting distance between her and those 
projecting minds be her shield since for the moment she'd used up her strength 
to provide any other. 

lt was still a few hours before the arrival of the terminator into night to 
this longitude when she came to a meadow she'd passed earlier. Suddenly, her 
defenseless mind was whipsawed by sexual excitement, strong and near at 
hand. She looked in the direction from which the thought came and saw a 
native male on a ground cloth, the remains of a portable meal beside him. He 
had displaced his lower garment, and was manipulating his copulatory organ 
while fantasizing about potential mates. She judged that he was a mature 
specimen, but still youthful. She tried to resist resonating to his emotion, but 
could not. She approached him openly. 
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Ryan’s erotic reverie was broken by the sound of footsteps. He was as 
startled as anyone caught with his hard-on exposed would be, and a bit more 
besides. Set on the ground among the trees at the edge of the meadow, the 
isolation of his chosen picnic spot was the reason he’d not given the matter a 
second thought when he’d decided impulsively to whip out his cock and jerk-off 
in broad daylight. He was doubly startled to see that it was a nude woman who 
approached his blanket. Then he was triply startled to see that the nude woman 
was a gorgeous light cobalt blue, except her areoles, nipples and labia, which 
were a deep burgundy purple. She had no visible hair save long eyelashes, and 
her ears were pointed exotically, but in the main she resembled a human 
woman of average height. 

As she approached at a walk, her eyes seemed dreamy somehow, and 
from his point of view below her, her breasts appeared to become fuller. Then 





he realized that this was no trick of 
the perspective or the shadows cast 
by the pine trees: she was becoming 
fuller. The bosom that had begun as 
a generous, but not remarkable, 
endowment was visibly improving 
with every step she took towards 
him. Ryan was as interested in the 
phenomenon as the next red-blooded 
American male would be, but the 
self-preservation instinct is strong, 
too. He began to get up preparatory 
to fleeing, but the being’s eyes 
suddenly became more focused, and 
Ryan sagged back down onto his 
blanket, unable to move. Frightened, 
he watched the female being finish 
closing the distance between them, 
stand above him, then straddle him 
with her hips, taking his member into 
herself exactly as a human woman 
might. 

She began to stroke him with 
her vagina, letting her breasts, now 
grown to a magnificence the like of 
which Ryan had never beheld with his own eyes, drag pleasantly upon his 
chest. Ryan’s manhood was tugged thrillingly: her pussy had something going 
for it that Ryan knew no human woman possessed. Driven by lust and fear and 
helplessness and the alien's special twat, Ryan was quickly propelled into a 
powerful orgasm. But, surprise! He didn’t deflate, not even a little bit. She 
continued to pump at him and he began to move again towards orgasm. It was 
a little slower in coming than the first but was as inexorable. He spurted his joy 
into the alien girl a second time before she was herself satisfied enough to 
pause. His member was still inside her, however, and exactly as stiff as it had 
been at the beginning. 

Still unable to move his body, Ryan found he could speak. “Who are you, 
and why have you done this?” he asked. 

The blue woman straddling Ryan seemed to catch her breath exactly as 
a human woman might after the wild ride she’d put them both through. Her 
breasts were shrinking, though, and that was unconventional. The alien looked 
deeply into his eyes and though she didn’t move her lips, he became aware of 
two concepts in his mind, and of the idea that they were linked. 

[self := singleship pilot] 

“You're a spacecraft pilot, then? From another planet?” Ryan asked aloud, 
seeking clarification. 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 
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“You know my name, and I’m aware of your communication attempt. Are 
you telepathic?” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] 

“Why are you here?” 

[singleship’s status := damaged and grounded] 

“You didn’t mean to come here then.” 

[Terra’s status := restricted] [original mission := trade with colony world] 

“Why did you have sex with me?” 

[mindshield := ineffective against Terran sexual emotions] [rationale for 
mating activity := primal reflex] 

“So you didn’t mean to force me?” 

[reaction to imposition of sexual coercion := remorse and regret] The 
alien moved her body and Ryan’s cock slipped out of her. Only then did it at last 
begin to lose the engorgement that had been so throbbingly complete all the 
while it had been within her. Ryan also felt that he could move again, although 
he decided not to take any precipitous action. He moved his hand slowly and 
pointed at her breasts, now back to the size they'd been when he'd first seen 
her, “Why did those swell so?” 

[milk gland enlargement := sexual readiness display] The woman smiled; 
it seemed that was something their two species had in common. 

“What will you do now?” 

[new mission := repair spacecraft] [prognosis for success of new mission 
‘= problematic] [unexpected encounter := possible serendipity] [request := 
friendship from Ryan] 

Ryan was nonplussed by the telepathic request, along with everything 
that had gone before, but forced himself to consider it objectively. It was true 
that meeting him was serendipitous for the alien: he was a versatile engineering 
student and could help if anyone could. And his summer cottage up in these 
mountains would be a good base for a being that couldn't shield out sexual 
thoughts. He temporized. “Is there something | should call you?” 

[native appellation := telepathic self image] 

Ryan looked at her blue skin. “May | call you Sapphire?” 

[chosen appellation := acceptable] [Ryan’s associations with beautiful 
blue crystal form := pleasing and flattering] 

“| have a dwelling nearby. Let’s go there and ‘talk’ some more.” As they 
walked along a faint track through the woods towards Ryan's rented cottage, 
he mentioned diffidently, “I notice you’re not wearing anything.” 

The alien continued as before, transmitting in some non-verbal way two 
contextually linked concepts at a time directly into his mind. [local climate := 
temperate] [protective gear := unnecessary] 

“It lets me see, though, that your body has many similarities to those of 
human females. That seems unlikely, somehow, if we're from different planets.” 

[similarities of phenotype and genotype := long noted conundrum] 
[currently favored hypothesis := movement of DNA between worlds in ancient 
era by unknown mechanism] 





“How did your ship become damaged?” 


[occasion of accident := emergence from hyperspace for position check] 
[agency of accident := cometary fragment] [rationale for selection of Terra := 
only oxygen atmosphere reachable without hyperdrive] 

At that moment they arrived at a spring near the side of the path that 
formed a small region of luxurious grass and wild flowers. [request := pause] 
Sapphire sank to the ground on the soft grass and gazed at the spring. [extended 
walk down and up mountain := cause of weariness in legs] An irregular globe of 
water about the size of a fist detached itself from the pool and floated over to 
her. She put her mouth to the hovering water and drank from it until it was 
gone. A second globe detached from the pool and moved towards Ryan. 

“Uhm...Thanks,” he said, and put his mouth to it carefully and slurped at 
it as from a drinking fountain. 

Ryan also let himself down on the grass and glanced at the just mentioned 
legs. Apart from being blue, they were excellent by any human male’s reckoning. 
Likewise, except for the burgundy color, her vulva didn’t look anomalous except 
that the clitoris was larger than any human woman he'd ever seen; it was the 
size of the last joint of his thumb. A bit of movement drew his gaze upwards, 
and Ryan saw that her breasts were on the rise again. 

“I'm doing it to you again, aren't I? I'll close my eyes and think of something else.” 

[apology := unnecessary] [Ryan's sexual interest := pleasing and flattering] 
[Sapphire’s preference := additional sexual activity] 

“Really? Not to sound dense, but why?” 

[long voyage with sublight drive := source of loneliness] [danger inherent 
in unknown world := source of arousal-creating apprehension] [emotional 
connection with Ryan := desired] [large and vigorous copulatory organ := 
aesthetically appealing] 

Ryan blushed. He knew he had more than average, but was no giant b 
human standards. Perhaps the males of her planet had a lower average. “I 
notice you're asking where you didn’t before.” 

[earlier use of unconsented telecontrol := ethical breach] [occasion of 
day near large human enclave := reason for deterioration of self-control] [request 
:= forgiveness] 

“Well...sure. No harm done, | guess. Request — granted.” Sapphire smiled. 
Her bosom already back to the abundance she'd displayed during their first 
coupling. Such plenty was rarely seen in daily life on Earth, and never coupled 
with the firmness and proud, almost gravity-defying, carriage that characterized 
Sapphire’s swollen bosom. Although Ryan had many reservations about his 
overall situation still, acquiescing to “Sapphire’s preference” seemed no great 
burden. “After what we did earlier, though, ‘large and vigorous’ may have to 
wait.” 

[quiescent period := not hindrance] Sapphire approached Ryan slowly so 
as not to seem threatening. Then she lowered her head towards his lap and 
took his resting “copulatory organ” in her mouth. Immediately, Ryan felt a 
strong pulse within his member, and he began growing stiff as fast as ever he 
had. And Sapphire wasn’t even moving her mouth or tongue at all! Just being 
within one of her orifices, it seemed, was enough to start or sustain an erection, 
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come hell or high water. After about 15 seconds, he had a hard-on sufficient 
for any purpose. 

Ryan very much wanted Sapphire to continue as she’d begun. How to 
put this delicately? Ryan thought, and right after that, Dopey me, it’s probably 
impossible to put anything delicately, ever, with her. By the time lve thought of 
it, she’s already read it and it’s too late. 

As if to confirm that, Ryan received, [Ryan's discretion := not required] 
[Sapphire’s experience := inclusive of contact with non-telepathic species] 
[potential for offense-taking := low] [query := Ryan wishes closure of 
communication channel] 

“| guess that’s not necessary,” he said to the blue woman who still had 
her mouth around his cock. “With my species we sometimes stimulate each 
other using our mouths, the way you've begun.” 

[Sapphire’s species := also fond of oral stimulation] She began to move 
her mouth and tongue, and guided Ryan to lie back on the grass. This time she 
used her hands, rather than her telepathic powers to do so. Ryan watched in 
wonder as the bald, blue head of the alien woman bobbed up and down, taking 
his member in and out of her mouth. She was good at it — very good - and 
Ryan realized that she was correcting her technique on the fly based on what 
she read in his mind to be pleasing to him, personally. 

As he began to get close, he received, [request := permission to use 
telekinetic stimulation] 

“Sure,” said Ryan, too close now to his climax to really analyze matters. 

[stimulation := beginning] Sapphire reached out with her telekinetic powers 
to reach within his body and apply an utterly gentle but oh, so compelling 
massage directly to his prostate. He started to come, and her mindtouch 
mobilized every drop of fluid he had. In spite of having come twice already that 
afternoon, he squirted out the most voluminous come of his whole life. Sapphire 
kept her mouth clamped over the flow and took it all inside herself. Ryan 
collapsed as if he’d blown a circuit breaker. He received, [Terran reproductive 
fluid := pleasantly salty] 

After a few minutes, after Ryan had reassembled his wits after his monster 
orgasm, he propped himself up on one elbow and looked at Sapphire. He was 
surprised to notice that her breasts had returned to their original size. “Why 
have your milk glands become smaller? We haven't attended to you yet.” 

[reason Sapphire sexually satisfied := intense vicarious pleasure from 
Ryan] 

“You mean, your listening to my thoughts was as good as the real thing?” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] 

“A real time-saver,” Ryan said aloud. Silently, he was wistful; he glanced 
at the huge burgundy clitoris that protruded from the equally dark purple labia. 
He'd actually wanted to sample that, truth be told. He gazed at it with lust and 
longing and as quickly as that, his wish was granted. Sapphire’s breasts swelled 
again, and she closed her eyes dreamily. She shifted her body around so that 
her hips were towards him, and spread her thighs invitingly. Ryan arranged 








himself on the grass, and gazed appreciatively at the alien love-button. It’s 
practically a love-lever, he thought. Then he brought his lips down to it. 

Sapphire twitched reflexively, as he gave it a few light preliminary tongue- 
touches. Then he covered it lightly with his whole mouth. He felt the pulse of 
her circulation against his lips as the little thing throbbed. 

[request := permission to provide rapport] 

“Rapport?” he said, lifting his head a bit and looking at her face. 

[rapport := telepathic sharing of sensations] 

“All right,” Ryan said carefully. He bent down once more and applied his 
lips to her again. In that moment, he was stunned by the sensations that 
flowed into his mind. He felt completely what he was doing to her, and it was 
wonderful! Guided by the feedback she provided him, he licked and sucked her 
with more confidence, trying different things and emphasizing those that worked 
the best. He wondered if these sweet feelings were something like human girls 
felt, or if this erotic potential belonged to her race alone. With his mouth he 
had soon sucked them both to climax, one real and one virtual, but the latter 
being no less thrilling for it being ersatz. They both took a moment to catch 
their breaths. 

[request := permission to provide instruction] 

“About how | can please you better? Go ahead.” 

A moment later, Ryan moved his head back towards her vulva - but that 
had not been his intention. He felt like a puppet moved by unseen strings as his 
mouth once again enclosed her clitoris. He realized that he'd given her his 
permission to provide instruction while making the hasty assumption that she'd 
telepathically tell him what to do. Instead, she was showing him - his head, 
eyes, mouth and tongue were obeying her will, rather than his own. He didn’t 
have long to sort out what he felt about that though, for soon she had him 
sucking just so, bobbing his head just so, and moving his tongue firmly along 
the tender underside of her pleasure organ in counterpoint to the main motion 
just so. He was still in rapport with her sensations, which were strong enough 
to blot out all his conscious thought. In less than a minute, they had both come 
like a freight train. 

[request := Ryan practice lesson] Sapphire smiled at Ryan, winningly. 

Ryan found that he was in control of his movements again. Though much 
drained, he found the strength to practice his lesson. For the third time he 
fastened his mouth around her magnificent clit, but now he combined her 
lesson with all his own experience with the coeds he’d known, and with the 
knowledge that came to him through the rapport. Ryan teased them both 
through her pleasure organ, closer and farther, closer to and farther from 
climax, until he thought that one more iteration would turn them both inside 
out. Only then did he send them over the cliff. 

They lay breathless in the grass. Finally, Sapphire roused and crawled 
around to face Ryan. She kissed the lips that had so recently done yeoman 
service for her. [friend Ryan := exceptional lover] 









Nees. 

Ryan’s heart swelled. lts true what they say, he thought, the loudest 
applause in the world is your lover's sigh of contentment. Presently, they 
continued on their hike to the cottage. 

Ryan hadn't been expecting to bring any company to the cottage he was 
renting during the summer quarter when he was off from the university, but 
fortuitously he had left it tidy enough. It was a bit rustic, but comfortable. All 
the books and journals he’d planned to read were neatly stacked, and the 
circuit boards he'd planned to modify were neatly enclosed in their anti-static 
packages. 

“It’s not much,” he said modestly, “but it’s home for two more months. 
Say, are you hungry?” 

[hunger := moderate] [food analyzer := aboard ship] 

“Which is somewhere near here?” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] 

“Do you want to go there now?” 

[Sapphire’s preference := wait until morning] [nighttime := providing 
increased uncertainties] 

“Very good. Is there anything we need to do now?” 

Sapphire sent, [assumption := dwelling possesses sanitary facilities] 

“Uhm...yes. Right through there. Do | need to explain anything?” 

Sapphire glanced through the indicated door. [Terran designs := similar 
to ours] [assumption := similar body construction guided design process along 
similar paths] 

When she'd emerged a few minutes later. Sapphire sent, [request := 
opportunity to sleep] 

“The bed is right in here. I’m not sleepy, quite. Should | sleep out here on 
the couch, later?” 

[Sapphire’s preference := sleep adjacent to Ryan] 

“Later, then, | will,” Ryan said. Sapphire smiled and climbed onto the 
large old wooden bed. Quite soon, she seemed to be asleep. Ryan leaned 
against the doorframe, looking at the sleeping form of the blue alien woman, 
his mind whirling with all manner of thoughts. Like the engineering student he 
was, he tried to categorize the data points he had, and tag each with a tentative 
value for reliability. 

Is the human race in danger? he wondered. If the data was reliable, he 
thought not. She'd sent, “similarities of phenotype and genotype := long noted 
conundrum.” That implied that the presence of sentient life on Earth was 
known to her species. He needn't act to prevent the mere existence of humans 
from getting back to “someone.” “Terra’s status := restricted” implied “someone” 


had already formed a decision to leave Earth alone. 

Am | in personal danger? Here he was less certain, because her power 
of telecontrol that she’d used twice on him, the first time to rape him, was 
damn scary. Paradoxically the very existence of the fear was the strongest 
argument that the situation was not hazardous. Surely she had sensed his 
anxiety, and yet had gone to sleep in spite of it, leaving herself vulnerable. It 
was certain she could have forced him to sit in a chair and bound him with 











ropes to eliminate any chance that he’d act on his fear. Did she have some 
other, deeper resource? He went to the kitchen counter and took up a carving 
knife. He turned towards the bedroom and tried to assess his internal mental 
condition as completely as he could. Was there any restraint on him not to go 
in there and carve out her tripes? He walked back to the bedroom door with 
the knife in hand. He gazed at the lovely blue body before him, and carefully put 
aside the closeness that their lovemaking had given rise to. As coldly logical as 
he could make himself, he considered whether or not he could simply walk 
over and slide the knife between her ribs. At last, he decided that as far as he 
could test the matter non-destructively, he was not under mental restraint. 

And strangely, because he could kill her, he decided not to, and quietly 
placed the knife back on the counter. His thought-experiment concluded, he let 
emotion return to his thoughts. “A gorgeous, intelligent, hyper-sexual, alien 
woman with amazing mental powers is sleeping in my bed. What engineering 
student wouldn't give his eyeteeth to help an alien repair her starship!? This 
threatens to be the best summer vacation ever.” 

After a time when he just watched her, Ryan undressed, crossed over to 
the bed, and slid onto it, making spoons with Sapphire. Though she didn’t 
completely wake, she snuggled back against him and relaxed. 
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Ryan dreamed of a cute Japanese coed of his acquaintance, a Master's 
candidate in engineering like himself, who had been in most of his classes last 
quarter. In the dream scenario, things were progressing well past the “shy 
smiles” stage that had been reality. He drew the dream girl into his embrace 
and kissed her passionately. She, in turn, responded to his advance by swelling 
her breasts to the size of melons and turning blue. 

He woke suddenly, calling out, “Sapphire!” 

[Ryan’s dream := potent imagery] [Sapphire’s milk glands := swollen by 
vicarious arousal] She took one of his hands in hers and guided it to her 
breasts. Indeed, although invisible in the dark room, they were again grown to 
magnificence. 

“Sorry. | can’t do anything about my dreams.” 

[apology := unnecessary] [nocturnal interlude := welcome] [copulatory 
organs := both ready] 

Ryan already knew that he was ready; his dream-born hard-on was lightly 
touching Sapphire’s shapely behind. At her invitation, he shifted himself slightly 
lower and “tested the waters.” As intimated, she was well lubricated, and he 
slipped himself inside her. Consistent with his earlier experience, something 
about her body was preternaturally erection-inducing, and he stiffened completely 
as soon as his glans was past the portal. Sapphire opened a rapport channel 
between them, and he used the knowledge to adjust his angle slightly so that 
her labia pulled more effectively on her big purple clit. It was a pleasant 
combination for them both: the long intense strokes applied to the male organ, 
the delicate, sweet tugs applied to the female organ. They shared them equally, 
to their mutual delight. 





ors. 

Ryan let his arm drape over her and explored what her nipples were 
capable of. He felt those sensations as well, and found them nicely erogenous. 
He tugged and played with them, lightly at first, but with a growing intensity 
that matched the pacing of their approach to orgasm down below. In rapport, 
it was easy to keep their arousal in balance, and when Ryan came, Sapphire 
was so close to hers that the mental surge pulled her physical body over the 
edge into orgasm as well. 

Then a new surprise! The simultaneous physical climaxes were not merely 
additive, but possessed a substantial synergy. The pair was shaken by pleasures 
that were many times more intense and longer-lasting than merely two orgasms 
at the same time. After their bodies stopped spasming, neither one could do 
more than lie there for several minutes. 

“That was unbelievable! Perhaps your species doesn’t know how good 
you have it.” 

[Ryan’s assumption := incorrect] [Sapphire’s reaction := surprise] 
[orgasmic synergy := unprecedented] [tentative hypothesis := outcome unique 
to interspecies mating] 

Ryan digested this last nugget of information. He tucked the pillows 
more comfortably around their heads, and relaxed his body a bit. Except for 
his cock, of course; as it was still in Sapphire’s pussy, it was still as hard as a 
rock. “If you're right, it'd be worth traveling light-years for.” 
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In the morning, Ryan washed, dressed, and ate as quickly as he could, 
remembering that Sapphire had not had food for a while. He tossed some fruit 
for his own lunch into a bag and indicated that he was ready to go. “Let’s go 
see to your ship, then.” Sapphire led him back towards the meadow where 
they had met. Ryan tried hard not to dwell too intently on the curvaceous blue 
bottom that swayed invitingly before him. Not that he didn’t want to, but if he 
aroused her libido too often with his thoughts they'd never even get to the job 
of examining the starship. 

To make conversation, Ryan said, “I hope you don’t have a jealous husband 
somewhere who will zap me when he finds out we've dallied.” 

[mating pair bond := uncommon on Sapphire’s planet] [rationale for 
difference := anomalous sex ratio] [male/female ratio := one to seven] 

“One male for every seven females?” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] 

“How does that happen?” 

[masculinizing genes := not retained in germ cells in every meiosis] 

“m not primarily a biologist, but that sounds more difficult than our way” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] [deviation of Sapphire’s species from 
other known sentient species := long noted conundrum] [currently favored 
hypothesis := anomalous evolutionary pressure in ancient era] 

“What is more a more common pattern for social organization, then?” 

[common procedure := females of compatible temperament form 
supportive group] [group joint task := extend invitation to male of likewise 
compatible temperament] 





Ryan just then had a mental image of himself, Sapphire, and six other 
women equally as beautiful, all in one big bed. Each was breast-swollen with 
desire and clustered about him. 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate], Sapphire sent. Ryan swallowed hard, 
and tried to put the thought aside so the hike could continue. 

Once they reached the meadow again, Sapphire led them off in a different 
direction, following no trail. After about a half a mile, they were back in wooded 
country on the edge of a wide but shallow ravine. Ryan could see that there 
was something unnatural about the view in front of him; the craft wasn't invisible, 
but it reflected the greens and browns of the forest around them so well its 
exact outline was hard to discern. If a hiker traveling cross-country came upon 
it, he'd know something was strange, but Ryan judged that it could not be 
spotted by aerial or satellite observation. 

Sapphire led him down into the ravine. They approached the craft, and a 
hatchway slid open. “You didn’t have to touch it?” 

[some actuators := intended to be manipulated with telekinesis] She led 
him through the airlock and into the vessel. Ryan correlated what he was 
seeing with the distorted view he’d had outside and judged that the ship was 
about the size of an airliner, and was streamlined for atmospheric passage 
though it seemed not to have lifting wings. Sapphire gave Ryan a tour. They 
climbed some steep stairs and were adjacent to the flight controls. They were 
in the logical place, upper deck forward. Sapphire’s cabin was immediately aft. 
While most of the interior appointments had clean, simple lines, the personal 
effects in the cabin seemed sweetly 
feminine to Ryan. 

Reminiscent of art nouveau,he 
thought to himself. Working aft, they 
passed life-support and recycling 
machinery. Here, Sapphire 
dispensed some ship's rations for 
herself and began to eat as they 
continued aft. 

[adjacent machinery := power 
plant] [fusing light nuclei := source 
of energy] Ryan nodded, and they 
continued aft. At the centerline of 
the ship, a hemisphere emerging 
from the deck dominated the 
section, leaving only access 
corridors to port and starboard. 

[sphere’s contents := 
reactionless sublight drive] [rationale 
for placement := ship's center of 
mass] [rationale for spherical shape 
‘= provides thrust along any 
convenient axis] Beyond the sublight 
drive, they passed through an 











airtight bulkhead and Ryan saw something obviously amiss; sunlight entering 
through a jagged hole along the starboard side. Some of the equipment near 
the breach had clearly been damaged or destroyed by the impact. [current 
location := hyperdrive section] [extent of damage := beyond the limit of carried 
spares] 

They continued aft, the hindmost section being devoted to avionics and 
specialized equipment. From there they went to the lower deck and worked 
their way forwards. There was less to see on this leg of the tour: except for 
the lower half of the sublight drive, most of the deck was devoted to cargo. 
When they arrived at the forward section again they once more climbed the 
steps to the flight controls and Sapphire’s cabin. “Say, | just noticed that there 
doesn’t seem to be a bed in your cabin.” 

Sapphire took Ryan’s hand and led him into her quarters. She glanced at 
a panel on the bulkhead and her eyes narrowed slightly. “Oh my!” gulped Ryan, 
as he began to feel disoriented. Then he realized what was happening, as his 
weight and Sapphire’s was erased and they floated in air within the compartment. 

[sleepfield := convenient and comfortable] 

Ryan needed a bit of time to get his bearings, but decided that he liked 
floating. But along the way to that conclusion, he’d had to cling and pull on 
Sapphire’s body in pleasant and interesting ways. His thoughts were stirring, 
and he glanced at her breasts. They looked lovelier than ever, freed from 
gravity’s bondage. His surge of strong Terran lust would have gone right through 
her mindshield if she’d had it raised, but such was not the case. Rather, she 
welcomed his thought into her mind, and smiled has her breasts swelled in 
response to his attentions. 

He tumbled a bit in free fall, getting his clothing removed. Though it 
made them weightless, the sleepfield did seem to have some mechanism to 
keep them roughly centered and roughly upright so they wouldn’t drift out of it 
or bang into a wall. He gave each article of clothing a bit of a push, enough to 
send it out of the field, where each promptly fell to the deck. 

That impediment to intimacy behind them, Ryan took a firm hold on 
Sapphire’s hips. He wanted another taste of her inhumanly large and sensitive 
clitoris, wanted to lavish it with the preferred technique she’d taught him with 
telecontrol for pleasing it, and wanted once again to feel her climax through 
their rapport. Sapphire responded to his desire without him having to speak it 
aloud, and opened the channel between them. Joined in both body and mind, 
they both enjoyed her pleasures until her body was fully ready for intercourse. 

As they Joined their bodies, once again Ryan went immediately from the 
95% erection he'd had to a full 100%, propelled by some aspect of her alien 
physiology. Ryan wondered to himself if this was an evolutionary byproduct of 
her race’s skewed sex ratio. /f a given female was sharing one male with six 
other females, he thought, a mutation that compelled instant erection from 
the poor, tired fellow would have evolutionary advantage, and be passed on to 
the next generation. 

[Ryan's understanding := believed to be accurate] 

The actual mechanics of coupling in free fall were very different, for lack 
of anything outside themselves to push against. Having only made love within 





gravity and in contact with a solid object like a bed, Ryan had never appreciated 
fully what not having them would be like. The moment triggered a memory for 
Ryan, a lecture he’d attended on performing chemistry on the Space Shuttle: 

In space there is no up or down. It sounds simple to say it, but it has 

many ramifications. For example, there is no convection: hot air can’t 

“rise” and cold air can’t “sink.” Or liquids in a reaction chamber, either. 

Heat tends to stay exactly were it’s created, and some artificial expedient 

needs to be employed to move it to where you need it. In short, many 

ordinary processes have to be completely rethought in zero G. 

lt turned out, making love was one of these “ordinary processes” it 
seemed. Sapphire helped him learn the trick of it; the secret was mutuality. 
Sapphire put her legs around Ryan’s waist, Ryan reached around her and put 
his hands on her shoulders, and Sapphire reached under his arms and upwards 
to his shoulders. He pulled them together, then she pulled them apart, he 
pulled them together, then she pulled them apart. They had to be aware of 
each other and compensate for each other’s motion. What this lovemaking 
couldn’t have in urgency, it absolutely made up for in intimacy. 

And as they rocked together, Ryan gazed as though entranced at 
Sapphire’s fully engorged orbs as they bounced lazily up and down. He hadn't 
thought that anything could make Sapphire’s full glory more magnificent, but 
weightlessness accomplished the feat. After drinking deep of the lovely sight, 
he drew his chest against hers. Though they had no weight, her breasts still 
had inertia, and Ryan luxuriated in 
the sensation as their firm but 
flowing mass massaged him. 

[Sapphire’s preference := 
attempt to replicate experience of 
simultaneous climax] 

Ryan agreed wholeheartedly 
with “Sapphire’s preference.” Were 
the powerful pleasures they'd 
created for themselves last night a 
fluke, or would they occur every time 
they engineered a simultaneous 
orgasm? There seemed to be no 
time like the present to perform the 
test, since they were already being 
extra aware of each other. 

So they also focused on their 
arousal as well as their motion. pay 
Sapphire used more or less of a | | 
wiggle in her hips at the moment | | a 
when she was penetrated most | @ 
deeply and her clit was most firmly -= = 
in contact with Ryan’s shaft to speed tt rr L 
or retard her approach to climax so un) pi ity i T 
as to match Ryan’s. They both got k= - - 














closer, closer, then BAM! It seemed that lightning can strike the same place 
twice. The mating of her species and his, which they alone had performed, for 
a second time showed its synergy as the psychic resonance between them 
propelled their bodies to pleasures many times what either had felt with other 
lovers. All they could do was cling to each other as they shook in reaction. 
Afterwards, they slowly gathered the wits that had been scattered to the four 
winds by the blast. 

When they could think again, they smiled at each other. “I guess it wasn’t 
just luck,” Ryan said. “We can have that at will, | think.” 

[Sapphire’s preference := experience synergistic climax frequently] [request 
:= permission to provide instruction] 

Oh, oh! thought Ryan. She sent that combination before she controlled 
me, last time. She probably intended to do the same this time if he gave her 
permission, and he was still frightened by it. Still, she’d displayed trust in him 
by going to sleep last night, and by rights, a gesture of faith on his part was 
warranted. He noticed that she was watching him calmly, waiting for his decision 
without displaying any emotion on her face. That in itself probably means 
something if | could figure it out. It’s not like my inner dialog is hidden from her 
or anything. 

“You have permission,” he said impulsively. 

His hands began to move without his directing them. Without panic, in 
the manner of an experiment, he tried to halt their progress. Nothing. They 
continued to obey Sapphire’s will by moving to her exotically pointed ears. His 
fingertips caressed them, and through the rapport that still flowed between 
them, he was startled to find they were very erogenous - at least as erogenous 
as her nipples, maybe as erogenous as her clitoris. Her commands sent his 
hands to her mouth, where she wet his fingertips with her tongue. Then he 
reached again for her ears, and slid his fingers along them, leaving a trail of 
her saliva. The sensation was thrilling in its intensity. 

Sapphire bent and tilted her head, and now, still under her command, 
Ryan pulled her close and tongue-touched one sensitive ear. It felt wonderful to 
her, as Ryan was completely aware. She made him hold her even closer, her 
legs still around his waist, his cock still buried hilt-deep within her, and take her 
earlobe into his mouth and suck firmly upon it. He continued to pull with his lips 
and flick with his tongue maneuvered by her will, a strange tension building 
within them both until suddenly...a sweet release! Her head and neck trembled, 
and Ryan felt it equally. 

Then Sapphire moved her head and laid it on Ryan’s shoulder. She sighed 
contentedly, and he felt himself regain control of his body. They simply held 
each other and floated in the sleepfield for many minutes. Then Ryan said, 
“You could have just explained that your ears were erogenous, and yet you 
didn’t.” 

[emotional connection with Ryan := desired by Sapphire] [possession of 
mental abilities := integral to Sapphire’s nature] [Ryan’s understanding of 
Sapphire’s nature := necessary for proper emotional connection] 

Ryan thought, She wants me to face the scary thing, to make it less 
scary. The alternative is to pretend that it doesn't exist, which would make any 
friendship between us as fragile as the underlying illusion. 








[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 

Sapphire turned off the sleepfield, and she and Ryan were gently lowered 
to the deck. Ryan dressed again, and action which Sapphire smiled at tolerantly. 
They went aft to the site of the damage. “There seem to be enough visual 
displays and legends on the controls for me once | learn what they mean.” 

[current requirement for telepathic communication := living mind] [method 
of communication between ship and crew := visual and audible displays] 

“But | know you just think at some of the controls.” 

[method of actuation := physical motion of movable element through 
telekinesis] 

“Ah. Well let's start by you telling me what you know and what you've 
done already.” 

Over the course of the next hour, Ryan learned that Sapphire was much 
more a pilot and navigator than an engineer. She was handy enough with tools, 
and understood in an overall way how the ship functioned, so that under normal 
conditions she could affect repairs following the computer’s guidance. But 
faced with damage for which no spare parts were aboard, she was at a loss. 
The major casualty that had to be dealt with was the power feed controls to 
the hyperdrive’s field projector on the starboard side. 

“Lucky for us, the similar module on the port side is intact, so | have an 
example of what a working one is supposed to look like.” 

They went to a console for the ship’s computer, and Sapphire acted as a 
conduit, telepathically reading Ryan’s questions, querying the computer, and 
relaying the answers. Ryan kept his eyes on the display, the sooner to learn 
the symbology of Sapphire’s race. After several hours had passed, Ryan said, 
“There’s no replacing these components anytime soon. Not on the Earth, 
anyway.” 

Ryan felt a wave of emotion sweep over him. Fear and homesickness 
caused his eyes to fill as Sapphire’s already had. Their eyes met and Sapphire 
disciplined herself and the projected emotions were cut off. [Sapphire := 
embarrassed for inflicting negative emotions on Ryan] 

Ryan took Sapphire into his arms. “Don’t be hasty! | said we can’t buy 
new ones, but | haven't given up on scavenging the needed components from 
the spares we do have and building a new board by hand.” 

Hope rekindled in Sapphire’s beautiful eyes, and she tilted her head up to 
be kissed. Ryan did so tenderly, projecting as he did so feelings of optimism 
and resolve. In response, she hugged him to her fiercely. 


It now being a little past lunchtime, they went outside the ship and spread 
a ground cloth on a patch of soft grass. Ryan brought out the lunch he’d 
brought, and Sapphire set out the rations and the food analyzer she'd carried 
from the ship. The device pronounced plums as being fit to for her to eat, and 
Sapphire tried one. 
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[Terran plum := pleasantly sweet with appealing texture] [Terran plum := 
potential trade good] [lamentable := Terra’s status as restricted planet] 

“Why is that, anyway?” 

[Computer record concerning matter := exploration team believed some 
Terran subcultures too fragile for contact] [not mentioned in library records := 
unusual power of Terran sexual emotions] 

Ryan thought about it a bit. In the end he had to agree with the “exploration 
team’s” report: some of the adherents of several of the major religions would 
be turned inside out by proof that other intelligent races existed, especially one 
predominantly composed of females, especially one more advanced than 
humans. 

“Will you get in trouble for landing here?” 

[Sapphire’s culture := tolerant of actions born of necessity] [protections 
against danger to Sapphire’s culture or Ryan’s := activated] 

“How so?” 

[Sapphire’s action if hyperdrive irreparable := lift ship and leave system 
for navigation point with sublight drive] [chance of reaching assistance before 
failure of lifesystem := remote] [Sapphire’s instructions to ship's computer if 
dangerous cultural contamination imminent := use overload of power plant to 
prevent] 

lt was a sobering thing for Ryan to realize that by remaining in the 
neighborhood he was assuming the risk that Sapphire was taking: to maybe 
die rather than let the ship be captured. But he couldn't argue against her 
decision; she had no choice - the Earth as a whole wasn't ready for this 
knowledge and it could precipitate the last war. But he himself had a choice: to 
stay or get clear of the area. He looked at Sapphire and made it — he would 
stay and help her if he could. 

[rationale for Sapphire’s desire for emotional connection with Ryan := 
Ryan's intelligence and bravery] 

Even though they'd been communicating telepathically, Ryan still was 
startled to hear she knew of his decision as soon as he’d made it. But he was 
not displeased; they smiled at each other and embraced. 

[large and vigorous copulatory organ := additional rationale] 

As they cuddled in the dappled sunlight on the ground cloth, Ryan said, 
“Tell me a bit about your home. What do your people call themselves?” 

[appellation of species := telepathic collective image] 

“That’s hard to say. Could | call you ... | know! Following our mineralogical 
theme: Azurites?” 

[chosen appellation := acceptable] [additional association with different 
beautiful blue crystal form := pleasing and humorous] [coincidence of 
mineralogical name with phonemes also in use in some words naming a culture 
:= intellectually interesting] 

“A pun, we'd call it. So tell me, are you from the Azurite homeworld?” 

[Ryan's guess := accurate] She sent him images telepathically. In her 
memory is seemed a most delightful place - the spacious cities neat and 








orderly and filled with plant life of a darker hue than the greens of earth. 
[evolutionary rationale for Azurite coloring := pigment’s effective reflectivity of 
homeworld’s star's greater UV output] 

“That explains the dark plants, too.” 

Sapphire explained about how her society operated. Highly interlocking 
property relations seemed to be a major theme. Sapphire owned only a relatively 
small amount of personal gear in her own right. She co-owned a dwelling on 
the homeworld with a group of eight other females and one male. She co- 
owned the roads and schools nearby with the people of her neighborhood. She 
co-owned the starship with the other owner-employees of a large shipping 
association. She co-owned the planetary starports with all the Azurites on the 
planet. There didn’t seem to be much in the way of “taxes” in the way a human 
would think of it: the owners of a certain piece of infrastructure would decide 
collectively when to acquire, maintain, and sometimes divest, their property. 
And the role of “government” on Earth was fulfilled by-in-large by consultants 
hired to manage collectively owned assets. 

“So when you move or change jobs, you sell some of your assets and 
buy-in at the new situation.” 

[Ryan's understanding := accurate] [incentive to maintain assets properly 
:= strong due to occasional need to find willing buyers] 

As Sapphire explained it, while the Azurites had well-developed systems 
of facilitating and arbitrating property transactions, other aspects of law and 
social control were, from a human perspective, underdeveloped. The Azurites 
culturally were very tolerant of all manner of eccentricities and personal 
preferences as long as they didn’t hurt anyone else or their property. If one 
seemed close to crossing that line, though, the informal peer pressure that 
other members of a telepathic race could apply was formidable, and formal 
measures were rarely needed. 

“| notice in the mental images you've sent me, Azurite males don’t seem 
to be featured in positions of leadership or management. Is that because 
they're a minority group?” 

[Ryan’s understanding := not accurate] [status of Azurite males := status 
of Azurite females] [Ryan’s observation that males are less common in some 
professions := accurate] [typical rationale for such Azurite male occupational 
choice := sexual exhaustion] 

Ryan laughed heartily, “You keep them so busy at sex they're too tired for 
some jobs?” 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] [appetite of Azurite females for 
intercourse := strong] [partial rationale for Sapphire’s career := more tolerant 
of deprivation than average] 

Ryan observed that conversing about this subject was starting to make 
Sapphire’s breasts enlarge again. “We've been going at it like minks and your 
appetites are less than average?!” 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] She snuggled her orbs, now passing 
the size of grapefruit on their way up, against him suggestively. 

Responding to her invitation, Ryan pulled her closer and began kissing 
her erogenous ears. Her pleasant inflation placed an increasing, but most 








enjoyable pressure on his chest as he did so. He continued with what he was 
doing until she had one of her little “aural orgasms” Then he hardened his 
mental resolve to face the scary thing and said, “Well, show me what | can do 
to please you more.” Sapphire’s smile was as wide as the world at hearing 
this. She closed her eyes and Ryan’s body began moving in ways he had not 
commanded. Sapphire controlled Ryan into rolling them over so that he was 
above her. After what they'd done in the sleepfield earlier, Ryan’s erection 
wasn't the firmest he’d ever had. But it made no difference: he was stiff enough 
to get in the front door, whereupon he firmed up fully. Ryan couldn't explain the 
mechanism yet; being in her pussy felt subjectively as sweet as being in the 
pussy of a tight, wet earth girl. But somehow, his hard-on just couldn’t be any 
less than its best in her muff or her mouth. 

Sapphire made him slide himself hilt-deep, and then she shifted their 
legs. His moved outboard, and she clamped her thighs together. She had him 
scrunch forward a little, and he felt her enormous clit press more firmly against 
the base of his shaft. 

[chosen position := efficient for providing comfort] [Sapphire’s feeling at 
being covered by Ryan’ body := sheltered and protected] She opened the 
rapport channel between them. 

Ryan’s weight was on his knees and elbows as he supported himself 
above Sapphire. She had him begin to move, and set her own hands to playing 
with her nipples where they peeked out to left and right on the tips of her 
breasts, squashed pleasantly between their bodies. With her thighs pressed 
together, they really weren't moving together and apart; Ryan felt himself 
thrusting mostly within his own skin, so to speak. She continued to move him 
like a puppet, with a bit of a swivel to his hip motion and a firm pressure 
against her mound that he could feel was doing wonderful things to her big 
burgundy clit. 

The extra tight squeeze was doing wonderful things to him, too. He soon 
felt an orgasm on the way, but he couldn’t change the motion she was 
commanding in any way so as to delay it. Maybe she just wants a quickie, he 
thought. 

[Ryan's understanding := not accurate], he received, along with a pleasant 
little telepathic trill that he’d tentatively tagged as Sapphire’s laughter. In any 
case, she did not slow him down or release him from her telecontrol, and so 
the anticipated orgasm approached. The sensations rose to a peak and 
then...STAYED THERE! 

And still she had him pumping away at her. Her powers had his climax on 
a leash that held it snarling and straining one micron away from the finish line. 
And still the rapport channel was open so that she was feeling it, too. What 
kind of connoisseur of sexual pleasure must she be to have developed the will 
power to continue with this degree of self-teasing and not to give in to it! 

Just then Sapphire herself came. The shared rush of pleasure hit Ryan 
and surely, he thought, that wave must wash him over the line to his own 
release. But no, it didn’t! It did move him forward from 99.99% of the way to 
orgasm to 99.999%, but no further. He groaned in his sweet agony. For 











several minutes, she continued to both drive him and restrain him. Then, even 
she could resist no longer; she released Ryan from all constraint, and he 
thrust himself at her with complete abandon, precipitating heavenly release. 
He'd stored up enough sexual tension to create a half a dozen orgasms during 
his enforced incapacity, and they all tried to happen at once. 

The two were tossed like flotsam on a stormy sea by the surge that took 
them as Ryan finally came. The release was as long and powerful as the build 
up, and both were left completely spent. They rolled to a side-by-side position, 
because Ryan was left too weak to support himself above her any longer. 

They smiled at each other. [Ryan's lovemaking := potential cause of 
Sapphire becoming less tolerant of deprivation] 

After resting, they returned to the drive compartment to continue working 
on the hyperdrive. As Ryan looked about the room and its displays, it seemed 
to him that his recollection of the meaning of all the alien markings was 
unnaturally complete. He was highly intelligent and learned quickly, but this 
seemed beyond his previous experience. “Sapphire, are you doing anything to 
me right now, like enhancing my memory?” 

[Sapphire’s current telepathic actions := simple telereceive to understand 
Ryan's communication] 

“| think I’ve learned what you taught me this morning faster than | usually 
would.” 

Sapphire looked at him intently for about twenty seconds. Then, [Sapphire’s 
opinion := concurring] [rate of learning from Sapphire := higher than Ryan's 
historical norms] [tentative hypothesis := telepathic teaching of Terran mind 
particularly effective at forming new memories] She caressed his cheek fondly. 
[Ryan's historical norms := exceptional in Sapphire’s experience] 

“Uh, thanks. You're nice to say so.” 

They continued as they'd begun that morning, with Sapphire acting as a 
conduit, telepathically reading Ryan’s questions, querying the computer, and 
relaying the answers. At the end of the afternoon, Ryan was bushed. “Let's call 
it a day. | know now what the replacement has to do, though | still have no idea 
how the components pull off that trick. | don’t really need to know, yet. For the 
moment | can treat it as a black box with certain inputs and outputs. Soon we'll 
be able to inventory the spares we do have to see what can be scavenged from 
them.” 

Ryan scratched the back of his neck and stretched. “I’m hungry.” 

[request := Ryan follow Sapphire] She led him to a large piece of equipment 
near the environmental recycling machinery. [adjacent equipment := ship's 
automedic] [request := Ryan permit medical scan] 

“Why do you want that?” 

[partial rationale := learn if Sapphire’s food is nutritive for Ryan] 

“And the rest?” 

[Sapphire’s preference := reveal additional rationales in time frame 
conditioned on future events] 

“Ah. This thing won’t make a mistake and carve me up, will it?” 
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[automedic safety protocols := comprehensive] [use with other species 
:= contemplated in design parameters] 

“All right then.” He got into the thing as Sapphire showed him with 
gestures. She activated it and it went to work, humming and glowing. He felt 
unusual tingling sensations from various parts of his body, but no actual 
discomfort. After about fifteen minutes, the thing chimed, and Sapphire helped 
him up. She looked over a display, then smiled. Shortly thereafter her smile 
widened; later it widened again. 

“So, how am |, doc?” 

[Sapphire’s food := safe for Ryan] [nutritive value := adequate with several 
simple additives] She went forward to the food dispenser and dialed up a 
ration bar and offered it to Ryan. [ship’s rations := nutritive but inadequate for 
flavor] 

Ryan tried a bite. “It tastes all right as C-rations go.” 

[Sapphire’s preference := provide substantive meal for Ryan] lt turned 
out the ship’s locker had a limited amount of non-recycled luxury food, and 
Sapphire prepared two meals. Sitting on the plate, Ryan's portion pretty much 
looked and smelled like food, except for the color. It looked like some kid had 
gotten into the food coloring and doused everything with strange hues. He 
closed his eyes and tried a bite. 

“Not bad!” he declared. He tried other offerings, and except for one 
vegetable that he found a bit stringy, the meal was quite tasty. “Thanks,” he 
said when he was done, “I liked it.” 

[Sapphire := gratified at Ryan's appreciation] She took him by the hand 
and led him along the corridor forward. 

When they got to the quarters area of the ship, Ryan detected a pleasant 
telepathic trill. Sapphire was smiling delightedly, and Ryan was more certain 
than ever that the effect served her for laughter. She picked up a box from a 
table near the sleepfield. 

“What's that, may | ask?” 

[object := toy for Sapphire] [play with toy := therapeutic for deprivation of 
companionship] [toy := not needed now by Sapphire] [possible continuing use 
:= fun for Ryan] She smiled in a way a human would call coquettish. 

“Ok, I’m up for some play.” 

eee preparation for game := facilitated by passionate thought by 
Ryan 
á “Glad to oblige!” Ryan said. He let his mind fill with fantasies, and imagined 
his lustful thoughts streaming between them, entering her mind and flowing 
into her breasts, filling them. Her mouth went slack and her head tilted back. 
She wobbled a bit on her heels and almost dropped the box as her breasts 
swelled at a faster rate than ever he had seen so far. He eased up a bit and 
prepared to catch her should that prove necessary. 

[Ryan’s thought := efficiently arousing], Sapphire sent, regaining her 
bearings somewhat. She opened the box to reveal two objects. One was a 
strangely shaped plastic artifact, the other a control box with several 
thumbwheels. Sapphire took the artifact, squatted a bit, and pushed it into 
herself between her legs. When she was done, the thing covered her mound 








perfectly: her pubic triangle looked as smooth as a Greek statue. Then she 
handed the control box to Ryan and entered the sleepfield and floated into the 
air. 


“| don’t know how to use this!” Ryan asserted. 

[incorrect use := not possible] [Sapphire’s hope := Ryan enjoys controlling 
Sapphire’s sexual sensations at a distance] 

“An interesting wrinkle,” Ryan thought. “She’s giving me a chance to 
guide matters for a change.” 

Emboldened by her assurance, Ryan moved one of the thumbwheels up 
a notch. Sapphire shivered and her smile was beatific. [query := Ryan wishes 
rapport] 

“Yes...please,” said Ryan, intensely curious about what he’d done. The 
connection between them opened up and Ryan grinned. The portion of the 
thing within her vagina was pulsing outwards, physically expanding slightly in 
diameter and contracting again. Ryan moved the thumbwheel a bit more, and 
the pace of the pulsing increased. At the highest setting it was a veritable 
vibrator, save only that it was pulsing larger and smaller, rather than side to 
side. He turned the first control down, and manipulated the second one. This, 
it turned out, increased the magnitude of the diameter increase. Each notch 
upwards stretched her internally a bit more. At the highest setting, Sapphire 
was filled up to just under the level of actual discomfort. 

[sensation of being stretched := ameliorative of craving for male contact 
during long voyages] [degree of relief := only partial] 

Moving the third control off the lowest setting began a regular pulsing 
pleasure delivered right to Sapphire’s clitoris. The range was from one pulse 
every two seconds to continuous at the upper end. The fourth control controlled 
the intensity of the clitoral stimulation, from sweet tingle to instant orgasm. 
Finally, a pushbutton overrode the third control's setting, giving stimulation as 
long as it was pressed. 

Ryan gazed at Sapphire and, following her implicit invitation, began to 
construct a fantasy scenario. He thought, The beautiful blue Azurite woman 
found herself resonating strongly to the thought of the tan colored alien. Because 
he longed to see her touching and teasing her own nipples, she found her 
hands moving to her milk glands to do that very thing.” A wonderful sensation 
surged into her pleasure organ when her actions matched his thought. Sapphire, 
in the spirit of the game, began tugging and petting her nipples, and Ryan, also 
in the spirit of the game, zapped her soundly with the toy he controlled. “Your 
fingers aren’t enough. You want to taste those nipples in your own mouth.” 

Sapphire obligingly bent her head down and lifted her left breast up and 
just managed to get the dark burgundy bud into her mouth. Ryan continued to 
guide her in auto-eroticism, having her play with herself in response to his 
thought, and rewarding each act of compliance with the control’s button. 

Finally, he disrobed and entered the sleepfield with her. “You want the tan 
colored alien’s copulatory organ in your mouth.” Sapphire applied her lips to 
his member, and when she did, Ryan dialed up the intensity and held down the 
button. After a few seconds he pulled himself out of her and let up on the 








button. He guided her head back down and pressed the button as soon as he 
was within her. In and out, they continued, with Sapphire receiving intense 
stimulation but only when she held Ryan’s member within her. But he was 
careful to withdraw each time just before she had enough to come. At last, he 
thought, This time you want to stimulate the alien to climax. 

Sapphire sucked frantically, and this time Ryan did not pull away. When 
he felt that internal shift that meant his own climax was inevitable, he turned 
the intensity dials for Sapphire all the way up. They then learned that the 
synergy of simultaneous climax they'd discovered earlier was not limited only to 
prick-in-pussy moments. Their wits were once again scattered by the powerful 
release. Sapphire had just enough presence of mind to make sure to suck up 
every drop of, what to her Azurite tastes was, Ryan’s delicious fluids. 

[Sapphire’s enjoyment of Ryan's fantasy := intense] 

“Thank you for letting me play it.” They swam to the edge of the field and 
put the toy and the controller back on the table, then arranged themselves in 
a comfortable embrace for floating together. Sapphire directed her power at 
the room light actuator, and the room became dark for sleep. 
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The next day, Ryan made an expedition out to fetch back some groceries 
and some tools he thought they’d need. While he bounced in his car down the 
narrow fire road to town, Sapphire got busy with a plasma torch, dressing the 
hull breach to be patched. 

While shopping for himself, Ryan also kept in mind the dinner that Sapphire 
had prepared for him, and tried to guess what other Terran foods she'd like 
besides plums and his cum. Her foods seemed to emphasize bold flavors, 
especially the sweet and the salty. “The obvious first try is...chocolate,” he said 
to himself, putting a bar of fine Swiss milk chocolate in his basket. Sandwich 
makings and fruit went in, too; things he didn’t have to cook much would be 
helpful in minimizing the distractions from the repair work. The ship was landed 
in an isolated spot away from mapped trails, but eventually someone would 
visit the place and the vessel had better be gone by then. He steered his way 
down the specialty foods aisle, pulling in this and that as whim and inspiration 
took him. 

Once back at the cottage, Ryan put some of the supplies in the refrigerator, 
then filled his backpack for the hike to the starship. Sapphire was waiting for 
him eagerly. “Let’s see what your food analyzer will let you try.” The first trial 
was disappointing: the analyzer rejected chocolate for containing a dangerously 
strong stimulant. “There ain't no justice!” Ryan, a long time Larry Niven fan, 
declared. “It’s only a very mild stimulant to Terrans.” He unwrapped the bar 
and said, “Try being in rapport with me.” Then he took a bite and savored it. 

[Ryan's enjoyment := intense] [Sapphire’s reaction to analysis := 
disappointment] 

She liked oranges, but thought the texture of bananas was offputting. 
Still, taking a cue from Ryan’s mind, she pantomimed making an erotic meal of 





the thing, to his laughing delight. The analyzer rejected most of the hot spices 
except for curry, which Ryan introduced her to very carefully. Then he brought 
a small jar out of the backpack. When the analyzer passed it, Ryan was pleased 
because he knew she liked salty foods. “Salmon caviar, right from the Copper 
River,” he said. “Worst thing in the world for the arteries: it’s salty and oily 
both. But oh, so good for the tongue.” He gave her a teaspoon of the translucent 
orange fish eggs. 

Sapphire looked at the substance dubiously, but ventured a nibble. Then 
her eyes opened wide, and she hurriedly put the spoon in her mouth. Her face 
was a study in gustatory bliss. 

[Oily spheres := most delicious food of Sapphire’s life] [request := additional 
portion] 

Ryan refilled her spoon, surprised but pleased to have achieved this level 
of result. Sapphire ate it slowly, breaking each little salmon egg between her 
tongue and palate one at a time and savoring the taste like a gourmet. “Isn't 
that always the way of things,” Ryan laughed, “the girlfriend likes the most 
expensive thing on the menu.” Sapphire dimpled appealingly, then finished the 
spoonful. She hugged Ryan, but then they both noticed that her breasts were 
enlarging between them. “First satisfy one appetite, then the other, eh?” 

[initiation of Sapphire’s 
sexual thoughts := incongruously 
sudden and intense] [tentative 
hypothesis := Terran food is 
arousal-producing for Azurite 
physiology] [request := immediate 
intercourse] 

Ryan was startled by this 
turn of events, but there was no 
denying that Sapphire’s arousal 
was very real. The rapport channel 
she'd opened between them to 
share in his tasting of the 
chocolate bar was still active, and 
he could feel a growing sensation 
of warmth between her legs. She 
ground her enlarging melons 
against him and licked at his 
nipples, trying to prompt him into 
male action. The feeling of warmth 
was becoming more defined now, 
resolving into a tingling sensation 
in her vulva that was stiffening her 
large purple clitoris unmercifully. 

[request := immediate 
intercourse], Sapphire sent again, 
the look in her eyes reflecting the 











urgency of her need. He swept her off her feet and carried her bodily to the 
bridge, sat down on the pilot's chair, turned her back to him and impaled her 
on his spike. Sapphire began applying both hands to her pussy, petting frantically 
while letting Ryan bounce her up and down in his lap. He could feel how needy 
she was, and felt responsible though there was no way he could have predicted 
this. So he kept his hands on her hips and his feet on the floor and kept 
bouncing her on his shaft long after he was not just satisfied but three times 
drained. He soon had nothing left in the way of fluids to give, but of course 
could not lose his erection as long as she remained wrapped around him. 
After about an hour, when his arms and calves felt like leaden weights from 
fatigue, the effect of her first encounter with ikura seemed finally to be wearing 
off, at least to the point where she could let her own hands take a break from 
the continuous two-fisted masturbation she'd been indulging. For several minutes 
they just panted to recover their breath. Sapphire disengaged and turned her 
body to face Ryan. She kissed him and put on a lopsided grin. 

[Ryan's discovery := economically valuable] [worth of Terran luxury food 
to Azurite market := considerable] 

“Wouldn’t that be the dream job: selling delicious aphrodisiacs to a race 
of beautiful, blue women. Kind of gives a whole new meaning to the phrase, 
‘inside sales,’ doesn’t it.” Then they both laughed, the Terran audibly, the Azurite 
silently, her amusement resonating between their two minds. 


The next morning, Ryan was shaving in the fresher compartment forward 
of Sapphire’s quarters. She’d been right about the two races’ sanitary facilities 
being similar; it was a perfectly ordinary bathroom in most respects. As he 
worked with the razor, he began to sing, “Guantanamera, guajira Guantanamera. 
Yo soy un hombre sincero de donde crecen las palmas...” 

[Sapphire := confused] [Sapphire := unable to interpret meaning of 
thoughts underlying Ryan's vocalizations] 

“That’s because | don’t know what it means. It’s in Spanish, and | don’t 
speak Spanish.” 

[query := purpose for vocalizing incomprehensible patterns] 

“It’s just a pretty song. | learned it by rote listening to it over and over on 
a recording.” That explanation apparently didn’t help; Ryan could feel her 
continuing confusion and see it on her face. The more Ryan thought about it 
the odder it seemed. Sapphire did have a voice, a sweet sexy contralto, anda 
pretty language that he didn’t understand and which she had used only for 
Interacting with the computer. Her telepathic power seemed not to need a 
commonality of language to function. But to not have singing at all? How long 
had their race relied on telepathy to have either never developed or to have 
lost the art of singing? 

“It is a Terran art form to arrange combinations of audible tones into 
compositions having an emotion provoking property. The word for it in my 
language is ‘music.’ When such a composition is performed with the voice, it 
is called ‘singing.” 











[Sapphire’s confusion := still considerable] [occasion for communication 
of emotional reaction := occasion of sending emotional reaction] 

“We Terrans can’t do that. Remember? Let’s try this: I'll sing a few 
songs to you, and you dont use your telereceive on me while I’m doing it. 
Consider the arrangement of tones aesthetically and whether they evoke an 
emotion in you.” 

[Sapphire := in agreement with Ryan's proposal] 

Ryan wanted to offer up songs with different emotional moods, and so 
sang “The Cockroach that Ate Cincinnati,” “America the Beautiful,” and naturally, 
“Guantanamera.” Then he indicated to Sapphire by gesture that his 
demonstration was over. 

[Sapphire’s observation := audible patterns are diversely emotion evoking] 
[consonance of frequencies and phonemes := aesthetically appealing] [final 
selection := evocative of emotion of affection] She pointed out her breasts that 
had swelled just slightly in response to his song. [Terra’s restricted status := 
increasingly lamentable] [Sapphire’s observation := increased contact capable 
of enriching Azurite culture] 

“And we could learn so much from you. But your contact team was right: 
our planet isn’t ready. All the two of us can do is get you safely back into 
hyperspace. Let's be about it.” 

E] 


For the next several days, they continued as they'd begun, with Sapphire 
acting as liaison between Ryan and the computer. Sapphire added the wrinkle, 
though, of sending a translation of the spoken words into Ryan’s mind as she 
addressed the computer and was answered in turn. With the strange synergy 
her telepathy seemed to have in creating human memories, he was learning 
both the Azurite spoken language and electrical engineering unnaturally quickly. 

Finally Ryan was ready to examine the resources at hand for suitability 
for use in the repair. A board intended for use in controlling the emitters of the 
active avionics was the closest to the destroyed unit in the hyperdrive. Ryan 
took the board and Sapphire to the port side hyperdrive control panel. “This is 
the lynchpin of a successful repair,” he said pointing out a component in the 
drive control board. We can scavenge everything else we need from the other 
spares. | have to build something that will make this,” pointing at a component 
on the avionics board, “work like that.” 

Ryan booted up his personal computer, rewired to be plugged into an 
Azurite function generator set to simulate US house current, and began to 
plan out the needed circuitry. Sapphire queried the computer for him when he 
had a question, but otherwise busied herself with finishing the patch over the 
hull breach. After several hours, they both were tired. Ryan leaned way back in 
his seat and stretched, and Sapphire lay down on the flat top of the power 
accumulator. “It'll be a tricky problem, but | think | can do it. A new Pentium 
chip is just quick enough react in the needed way.” 

As he had begun to get used to the idea, Ryan had sometimes taken to 
remaining nude aboard the ship so as to make Sapphire more comfortable, 
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and happened to be in that state at that moment. As he looked over, Sapphire 
propped her right elbow on the surface she lay upon, and pantomimed grasping 
something. Ryan suddenly felt his member being lightly gripped. Sapphire turned 
her hand, and Ryan’s cock was maneuvered into a vertical position, even though 
it was not yet erect. The two grinned at each other as Sapphire began moving 
her hand up and down, the motion being paralleled by Ryan’s rapidly engorging 
rod as it, too, bounced up and down. 

Ryan knew that Sapphire needed no gesture to use her telekinetic power; 
the visual display was intended for his benefit, that watching her stroke an 
imaginary cock should help him fantasize more effectively. And certainly his 
fantasizing was effective — his thoughts feeding back into her were swelling her 
breasts quite nicely. He was swelling nicely, that was for sure, and his erection 
was soon full-grown. As she stroked empty air with her right hand, she let her 
left hand imitate the action it would take if she were teasing the rim of the head 
of his penis. Across the compartment, the head of his real member was 
swept by rhythmic deflections as though being caressed by an invisible ghostly 
hand, and the soft surface skin of the shaft was being pulled up and down over 
the blood-swollen structures underneath. 

Sapphire controlled the pace and pressure she applied to Ryan with the 
skill of a practiced lover, starting slower and then more quickly to match his 
mounting desire. Finally, he fountained into the air, and relaxed utterly. Sapphire 
slid to the deck and padded over on her bare feet and kissed him tenderly. 
Then, not to let his (to her) tasty fluids go to waste, she licked him clean with 
her tongue. Then she sat in his lap, and they cuddled comfortably for a time. 


Two days later, Ryan made a trip back to civilization to purchase some 
needed parts, especially a Pentium motherboard and an instrument controller 
plug-in module. Once back at the ship, he rebuilt the avionics board to mimic 
the hyperdrive power control board while Sapphire constructed a mount and a 
power supply for purchased motherboard. Once these tasks were done, Ryan 
began writing new subroutines for the instrument controller's software, and 
Sapphire began plotting the course to an Azurite outpost that would be the 
least demanding for the hyperdrive. Finally, they began installing and debugging 
the code, Ryan in the drive room with his computer, and Sapphire on the 
bridge running simulation programs intended to imitate usual and unusual 
flight modes. Day after day they worked, and night after night they made love 
together. Finally, late in August, the moment came when the most challenging 
simulation program Sapphire could devise ran from beginning to end without 
tripping a red light on the drive status warning display. The moment they'd 
worked for had arrived. 

Back in the drive room, Ryan was thrilled - for a moment. Then he 
realized: this was the end of it. The woman he loved, he realized that to be true 











all in a rush, would now be leaving. He heard her running down the passage 
and he pasted a happy smile on his face, resolving to try not to think his painful 
thoughts so that she would not perceive them. Sapphire rushed into the 
compartment and threw herself into his arms. 

[hyperdrive := operational] [Ryan := hero to Sapphire] She kissed him, 
her love radiating telepathically from her as clearly as a searchlight. 

Standing next to the now repaired drive controls, Sapphire finally broke 
the kiss and faced Ryan. 

[Sapphire’s emotional connection with Ryan := intense] [Sapphire’s hope 
:= Ryan's emotional connection with Sapphire is similarly intense] [Sapphire’s 
request := Ryan remain with Sapphire as lover and ship's engineer] 

Ryan looked like he’d been hit with a stun wand. Finally he collected his 
wits and said, “I'm totally in love with you, Sapphire, but | couldn't function in 
your society. I’d be broadcasting unblockable sexual emotions in every direction, 
and everyone | met could take me over like a puppet to make me do something 
about it.” 

[present moment := time to reveal Sapphire’s additional rationales for 
automedic scan] [Ryan’s psychic potential := small but non-zero] [Ryan's capacity 
to obtain minimum ability to function in Azurite society := present] [capacity of 
automedic to attend to Ryan's future medical needs := present] 

That “stun wanded” look came back to Ryan’s face. Finally he asked, 
“What do you consider the minimum to be?” 

[minimum mindshield := sufficient to hold in passionate thoughts and 
sufficient to close out telecontrol] [Azurite mindshield := unable to block out 
Terran passion] [Ryan := capable of learning to block in Terran passion] [minimum 
telekinesis := sufficient to switch actuators] 

“You never mentioned this before.” 

[awakened ability := dangerous to have in Terran culture if Ryan not 
going with Sapphire] 

“How could | join your society? How could | be introduced to your system 
of interlocking ownership?” 

[Ryan’s compensation for helping save ship and cargo := sufficient for 
buy-in to shipping association] [value of refrigerator full of salmon caviar := 
sufficient for buy-in to Sapphire’s community] 

Ryan realized that, considering how fast he’d been learning from Sapphire’s 
telepathic teaching, it wouldn't take him long with an Azurite engineer as a 
tutor to be capable of functioning in his profession. “Would | fit in?” he asked, 
making a simple question in words out of a complex question in his mind. 

[Azurites := very accepting of minor eccentricities] [Ryan's color and hair 
and singing := trivial concerns] [Sapphire’s belief := Ryan would be happy living 
among Azurites] 

Ryan collapsed back onto the seat in front of the main drive controls. 
Finally he said, “Sapphire, | love you, but before | can decide | need to know, 
would | be committing to go forever?” 

[permission to return in non-emergency := not assured] [safest assumption 
:= departure irrevocable], Sapphire admitted, though her face was entreating. 





Ryan thought about the price of the commitment she was asking for: to leave 
his people and the wonders of the earth behind. From Shakespeare to sit- 
coms, from rock music to the Rocky Mountains. Sapphire let him ponder a 
while undisturbed, then argued her point by projecting images of the wonders 
she’d seen on a dozen planets, the delicate and beautiful arts of the beings 
who lived on them, and the exquisite sense of belonging that could come from 
living among people who communicated mind to mind. 

Ryan thought, too, about the impact of the experience of the last two 
months. Could he be happy in the future designing system architectures for 
Cisco now that he knew there were starships out there beyond the Cort cloud. 
Could the job title “Lead Programmer” ever reconcile him to having passed up 
“Starship Engineer’? Could he be satisfied with even the most beautiful human 
woman now that he had shared rapport with Sapphire and felt all the pleasures 
her sweet blue body was heir to in his mind? 

Who knows, he thought, perhaps | can learn something out there that 
can save the Earth from its own follies. Perhaps it’s even my duty to go. Out 
loud, still out of force of habit than because it was needed to have Sapphire 
understand him, he said, “It’s time for a leap of faith. I'll go with you if you can 
indeed wake my potential.” 

Sapphire led Ryan to the automedic and bade him get inside. [first step 
:= administration of pharmaceutical preparation] The machine busied itself, 
applying various instruments and electrodes, and then applying three different 
injections. These were anything but comfortable; for one thing is seemed like 
the machine was using horse needles, and for another they made him feel 
dizzy and feverish. At least a half hour passed before the thing stopping fussing 
over him and chimed. 

“Sapphire, I’m not sure the stuff it put into me agrees with my system,” 
he said. 

[side effects := temporary] [pharmaceutical := not permanent regimen] 
[pharmaceutical := preparation of second step] [second step := telepathic 
contact from Sapphire] She led him, a little wobbly on his feet, to the sleepfield 
and they floated into the air. Sapphire wrapped her legs around his waist, 
hugged him closely, and touched her forehead to his. Teddianal temporary 
discomfort := possible], she warned. Then Ryan felt her mind joining to his. 

She began applying a strange pressure to his mind, unlike anything she 
had done previously, and rather painful. After about a minute, the pain suddenly 
ramped up enormously. Ryan choked on a startled gasp, and then was struck 
by a feeling like he’d been hit on the head with a sledgehammer. He screamed 
aloud, right in Sapphire’s ear as it turned out, but after that terrible moment 
her telepathic pressure was gone. Not the pain, which was still worse than 
Excedrin headache #99, but it could be hoped that whatever needed to be 
done, was done. 

Like Han Solo, Ryan uttered, “I feel terrible.” 

[psionic channels := now open] [sleep := best for healing] 

“| couldn’t possibly...” Ryan began to say, but then Sapphire overwhelmed 
him with her telepathic command to sleep, and his pain fled before it and 
blessed unconsciousness took him. 
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When he woke hours later, Ryan was still hurting, but it was more like an 
ordinary headache rather than the skull-splitting agony he’d been put through. 
He was still floating in the sleepfield a few inches away from Sapphire. “I’m 
thirsty,” he said, his dry throat cracking on the words. Sapphire reached out 
with her telekinetic powers and levitated the water in a glass on the nearby 
desk into a floating ball and brought it to Ryan to sip from. “Thank you,” he 
said. “I think | could eat something, too.” 

She turned off the sleepfield and they were deposited carefully on the 
deck. Sapphire supported him and they went to get some fruit from his backpack. 
While he gingerly ate a bit of pear, he felt Sapphire’s mental presence. It was 
soothing this time, bringing some relief from the reminder of the pain where it 
passed. “I hope | don’t have to go through any more of what you did earlier.” 

[additional discomfort := not required] [further effort on Ryan’s part := 
required] [training of awakened potential := not simple] 

When he had eaten, Sapphire led him to her desk and had him sit down. 
She put a small metal fastener on the tabletop. The she drew him into a closer 
rapport than they had yet had. [increased rapport := possible because of 
Ryan's new ability] [request := observe Sapphire through rapport] Ryan watched 
Sapphire, not with his eyes, but with his mind. He followed her action as she 
reached out and lifted the fastener with her telekinesis. [request := attempt to 
duplicate Sapphire’s action] 

It was deucedly difficult trying to do just what she’d done. How had it 
felt? Sort of pushed out right behind the forehead? He felt Sapphire reenter 
his mind and give a bit of guidance. He fought for minutes trying to make 
himself feel like he had “seen” her feel, and it was frustrating. Then, suddenly, 
the little metal part jerked on the table as if flicked by an invisible finger. Ryan 
stared at it, mouth open. [Ryan's talent := awakened] [fine control := achieved 
with practice] 

Ryan's flagging energy and patience were refreshed by this tiny success, 
and the two worked for several hours together. Unheeded, the rest of Ryan’s 
headache faded as he worked and struggled with the little fastener. By the end 
of the session, he had the thing up in the air for short periods. Not floating 
serenely as Sapphire could; no, the thing was bouncing like a Mexican jumping 
bean on a hot day. But Ryan did not doubt that he would master his new talent, 
given time. According to Sapphire, his capacity would be limited to a small 
force, but it would be enough. When he developed control, he would be able to 
operate the actuators in common use on Azurite ships and planets, and that 
was all the capacity he really needed to function comfortably in their society. 

[additional task during hyperspace journey := teach Ryan to erect 
mindshield] [Sapphire’s perception := Ryan’s awakened telepathic talent sufficient] 

“| think you're right, | feel it somehow.” He gave her a crooked grin. “Well 
Cap’n, permission to join the crew?” 

Her telepathic giggle had never felt so clear, never carried her happy 
emotional overtones as distinctly as it now did, thanks no doubt to his greater 
receptivity. [permission := granted] 

“| guess | need to plan what to put in my sea bag before we cast off.” 








Ryan thought about the gear he needed to bring, and what he could 
collect along the way. While there was apparently quite a bit of casual nudity in 
Azurite society, they did wear clothes in any situation where it was more 
convenient than not. Hence he only needed enough laundry to get by for a 
while. On the other hand, in a society where no one had hair save for eyelashes, 
razor blades would not be forthcoming. Tracking down a high quality straight 
razor and strop would be necessary, and Ryan put it on his shopping list. 

The next morning he spoke to Sapphire. “I'll need to get some vital supplies, 
and it’s sure to take a few days. | have your printout of the diet supplements I'll 
have to take until we can get the automedic adjusted. Until | can back, if the 
sensors detect someone coming, do whatever you need to protect yourself; lift 
the ship if you have to. I'll be back in six days. If | come back here and you're 
gone, I'll wait here for three nights if | think it’s otherwise safe for you to land 
here again. After that time, I'll travel to these coordinates, which are one day's 
travel for me from here and fairly isolated, and wait there for three nights. 

[Sapphire := in agreement] [request := use caution and avoid using talent] 
[Sapphire := longing for Ryan's return] 

Ryan kissed her and said, “I love you, and I'll be back soon.” 

They went together to the airlock, and Sapphire grinned slyly. [test for 
Ryan := opening the door] Ryan stared at her, then understood: now that his 
telekinesis was awake, he should begin to learn how to use it on the ship’s 
controls. He stood there, reaching out with his mind, probing the actuator 
panel for many minutes. Sweat broke out on his forehead from the effort of the 
continued concentration, but he persisted. Finally, he hit upon the way of it and 
slid a movable element behind the panel from one detented position to another. 
The door of the lock slid open with a whoosh. Sapphire smiled and gave him 
another kiss for his efforts, and this time he was really off, striding towards 
the cottage and from there, the road to down the mountain to civilization. 

The first thing Ryan needed to do was figure out what Sapphire’s food 
couldn't supply for his diet. Matching the chemical structures on Sapphire’s 
printout to a chemical encyclopedia, he was pleased to note they were common 
vitamins that any grocery store could provide. Sapphire had assured him that 
they could be purchased on all but the most minimal Azurite outposts, so he 
only needed enough to last for a short while. 

Ryan worked his shopping plan, revising it as new exigencies occurred to 
him. There was no need to spare expenses, since human money wasn't going 
to be useful to him later. He did indulge a curiosity while he was about it, 
pausing in a lingerie store. Although Sapphire’s alien physiology had no need 
for a brassiere, he’d idly wondered more than once how one could describe 
her using Terran nomenclature. Holding up different garments for comparison, 
he decided that she could wear a C-cup when unaroused. The upper end of her 
range was harder to assess from memory, but the G-cup bras he looked at 
seemed about right. 

He finished all his shopping over several days, but did not head back to 
the mountains right away. One more thing remained that he had to do, something 








that required remaining until September. On the Saturday before Labor Day, 
he arrived at his parent’s house for the annual family picnic. His parents and 
siblings were all there, and a fair selection of cousins as well. He spent time 
with them all, and though he didn’t mention his future plans, he took the time 
to let each one know how important they were to him. When his father declared 
the barbeque ready, he ate with particular attention to his food. It might be a 
while, perhaps never, when he could again have steak, corn-on-the-cob, potato 
salad, or watermelon. 

At the end of the day, he spoke quietly with his parents. “Mom, Dad, I’ve 
been approached to do some work for...well...a secret agency. | can’t explain it 
further, so don’t ask. It’s challenging but ethical work, and | think it could really 
make a positive difference in the world someday. | may be out of touch for a 
while if | decide to go with it, but just know that | love you both, and will be 
thinking often of home.” They pressed him for more explanation, of course, but 
he said, “That’s all I'm allowed to say. There’s not too much risk if where | am 
stays secret, so...there we are.” He kissed his mother and hugged his father, 
and waved as he walked back to his car. 

He drove to an old friend’s house and collected one purchase that he'd 
made earlier but that was better stored in a cool environment. His friend was 
curious, as Ryan reclaimed the cardboard boxes that filled the old spare 
refrigerator in his garage. “You must have cleaned out every jar of salmon 
eggs in the city. Who could possibly eat that many of the salty things?” 

Ryan laughed out loud, “I’ve got some interesting new challenges ahead 
of me, but finding an appreciative reception for this stuff isn’t one of them!” 


It was dark by the time he reached the end of the road that reached 
closest to the landing site. Ryan thought about sleeping in the car until morning, 
then reconsidered. He took a deep breath and concentrated, imagining the 
scene in the Sapphire’s quarters. :Sapphire, I'm at the road beyond the cottage., 
he thought as distinctly as he could, willing her to hear. 

Faintly, he received, [Sapphire := happy at Ryan’s return] 

:| have all my supplies. Should we wait for morning?: 

[Sapphire’s perception := increased Terran activity in region] [Sapphire’s 
preference := Sapphire brings cargo loader to Ryan's location] 

‘| should have realized the holiday would bring more hikers to the 
wilderness. What do | need to do?: 

[request := Ryan continue active projection] 

‘I'll do that. See you soon.: 

Ryan got out the car and sat down in the grass of a meadow by the side 
of the road closest to the landing site. He re-closed his eyes and tried to guess 
what would make him telepathically “obvious.” About 40 minutes later, he saw 
artificial illumination from a moving source, skirting the edge of the trees at 
the boundary of the far side of the meadow. He stood for a better look. The 
vehicle came on slowly, and as it got close, Ryan could see that it was floating 
above the ground. He could tell little more, however, from the headlights in his 
eyes. Finally it settled to the ground and the lights were extinguished. 








Without the dazzling lights, Ryan could see Sapphire walking towards 
him in the clear mountain moonlight. The pearlescent illumination did wonderful 
things to her lovely curves that swayed gracefully as she paced forward. He'd 
been away for days, and his desire for her welled up sure and strong. 

Ryan was surprised as Sapphire used her voice for something other 
than addressing the computer's voice recognition circuits. But it wasn’t a word 
in the Azurite language — it was a moan of pure animal passion. She sank to 
her knees and clutched at her loins with both hands pulling and petting her 
clitoris. Her breasts exploded forwards, and her mind beckoned. Ryan stumbled 
and fell to the yielding earth as her chaotic commands made him run forward 
and drop his trousers at the same time. 

“Sapphire! Let me go! I'll be there as quick as | can.” Moments later, 
Ryan was back in control of his body, and he stripped off his pants and shoes 
as quickly as he could. Sapphire had lain back, her legs spread, and Ryan 
threw himself at her, their mutual desire echoing back and forth between 
them, mounting higher with each reverberation. 

The sensation of relief for both of them when he slid into her juicy slit 
was indescribable. They pumped at each other furiously, and in no time at all, 
and just by coincidence because neither of them were rational enough to plan 
it, they came at the same time. Ryan pumped six days of a young, healthy 
male’s accumulation into her pussy, and they both had that multiplied by their 
Terran/Azurite sexual synergy. lt was many minutes before either of them 
could move, speak, or think. 

When Sapphire finally could, the thought she had was, [Ryan's ability to 
project passionate feelings := stronger than before] [awakened talent := more 
effective] [priority item before meeting other Azurites := training Ryan's 
mindshield] 

“| agree. Otherwise...” 

[alternative := massive sexual rampage] 

Once they had their strength back Ryan and Sapphire unloaded the 
supplies in his car onto the cargo loader’s platform. Then Sapphire lifted it 
back into the air and guided it back to the ship. She drove it back into its dock 
on the lower level, and then they carried the cases of salmon caviar to the 
cooler. 

“| can sort my things out later,” Ryan said. “Are we otherwise ready to go?” 

[vessel := ready for departure] 

“I'd say let’s go then. T’were best done by darkness.” 

[Sapphire := in agreement] She led them forward to the control room. 
As they passed the power plant, by the sound of it Ryan could tell it was 
standing by for flight level output. Sapphire settled down in the pilot’s seat, and 
Ryan took the supernumerary position. With her voice, her hands, and her 
telekinesis, she woke the ship fully, and went through her pre-flight. All the 
while she explained telepathically to Ryan what she was doing. Finally, she 
nudged up the power to the reactionless sublight drive. The ship began to rise; 
for a short time the nearby trees in the moonlight marked its progress. Then 
those landmarks were left behind. 








[contra-scanning measures := active] 

When they were completely clear of obstacles on the ground, Sapphire 
moved her hands delicately against the two trackballs that were the heart of 
the flight controls. One adjusted the ship’s attitude around the drive sphere, 
the second adjusted the axis of thrust within the drive sphere. The nose of the 
ship tilted up towards the heavens, and more thrust was forthcoming from the 
drive. The vessel soared upwards, as swiftly as a homesick angel, as silently 
as a phantom. 





